162          THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

They gazed on Wiglaf where weary'd he sat,
The   foot-champion,   hard   by   his   very  lord's

shoulder,
And wak'd him with water: but no whit it sped

him;
Never  might  he  on  earth   howsoe'er  well   he

will'd it

In that leader of spears hold the life any more,
Nor the will of the Wielder change ever a whit;
But still should God's doom of deeds rule the

rede
For each man of men, as yet ever it doth.

Then from out of the youngling an answer

full grim                                                        2859

Easy got was for him who had lost heart erewhile,
And word gave out Wiglaf, Weohstan's son,
The sorrowful-soul'd man:  on those unlief he

saw:

Lo that may he say who sooth would be saying,
That the man-lord who dealt you the gift of those

dear things,

The gear of the war-host wherein there ye stand,
Whereas he on the ale-bench full oft was a-giving
Unto the hall-sitters war-helm and byrny,
The king to his thanes, e'en such as he choicest
Anywhere, far or near, ever might find:           2869

That he utterly wrongsome those weeds of the war